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A BITTER TREATISE 


Traditions of Democracy in Los Angeles Public High Schools 


"How I Blew My Cool and Left This Establishment" 

- Anthony 


Prom Protest to Resistance 
Nell Berger 

To many students the power struc¬ 
ture looks insurmountable using pre¬ 
sent methods. So instead of trying to 
change through legal, e.g. sell out 
ways, many students are nov; resorting 
to active resistance and sometimes 
violent struggle against the power 
structure. 

This new attitude has sprung, 
in a large part, since the Century 
City Police Riot in which many lib¬ 
erals were converted to radicalism by 
brutal police methods similar to 
those employed by Bull Conner and his 
Birmingham, Alabama “broken heads are 
our most important product** police. 

The demonstrations in front of the 
Pentagon and in Oakland are symbolic 
of this new, more militant attitude. 
Demonstrators came prepared, in many 
cases, for violence. They carried 
sticks, wore football helmets, and 
used other hardware to ward off the 
blows of police billyclubs. 

At U.C.L.A. demonstrators, pro¬ 
testing Dow Chemical Company (mak¬ 
ers of genocidal napalm) recruiters 
on campus, took over the Student 
Placement Center for over three hours. 
Prior to the invasion, Joe Rubenstein 
(Student Body President and ’typical 
campus liberal*) stated that they 
should go through the proper student 
government and administration chan¬ 
nels and not use extra-legal methods 
to achieve their goals. Although 
student respect for student govern¬ 
ment was be lacking, the administra¬ 
tive respect was displayed on the 
same day. when, without consulting or 
warning student government, the park¬ 
ing fees were raised for students. 
Administrative respect for student 
government? None, and this situation 
repeats itself on many other campuses. 

As students then, we must 
prepare to resist, and 
equally we must prepare to 
control. For the day is 
coming when the administra¬ 
tors will no longer be able to 
control their campuses. And 
then the job will fall to us. 

Bit before this happens 
expect years of oppression 
and harrasment. Resist. 


In our history and govern¬ 
ment classes we are taught 
about the ideas and principles 
behind the American bream. We 
are taught the machinations 
of American Democracy - of 
equal representation, the 
check and balance systems of 
our Government and the or¬ 
ganization and distribution 
of state and national powers. 
Moreover, we learn of the 
uniqueness of our policy which 
allows the individual citizen 
to retain certain "inalienable 
rights". Liberties such as the 
freedom to express opinions 
and ideas to an audience or in 
print without fear of admini¬ 
strative reprisals. The 
rights to peaceable assemble 
and to petition the government 
or administrative powers. 

We learn of these Great Ideals; 
we pledge allegience and salute 
these benefacted concepts 
reflected in a tri-colored 
banner every day; and yet, 
although we may peruse these 
legacies of the fomenters of 
the American Republic we may 
not - we cannot - apply the 
doctrines of Jefferson, 
Washington, Morris, Madison, a 
and other patriots, to our¬ 
selves . 

We, as students, are 
shackled -- denied our rights, 
responsibilities and, indeed,* 
place in American Society. 

We are imprisoned by autocrats 
who, under a thin sham of 
legality, fraudulently claim 
mastery over ourselves. I 
refer, of course, to a small 
clique of dictatorial ogres 
who wield insolent reign as 
"administrators" in several. 


E. Andalman 


though assuredly not all, 
public high schools. I offer 
in support of my thesis the 
actions and attitudes of Hugh 
R. Foley, the Principal of 
University High School. 

Since Foley has been 
principal at Uni, there have 
been no less than three major 
demonstrations incited by 
boorish, petty, administrative 
oppression. Foley persistantly 
instigates childish tirades 
against a defenseless student 
body. Student protest re- 
cieves no answer, and Foley, 
knowing his fascistic policies 
cannot be supported by any 
argument under scrutiny, has 
forbidden any administrator 
to debate student leaders - 
and I do not regard Foley's 
lackeys and clowns, such as 
Dave Simmonds, as student 
leaders - by stating that "it 
would be below any administrator 
to meet with any student leader 
in debate or the local media." 

The Worrier, which has been 
publishing for one year, has 
always tried to offer an open 
forum for students, the admini¬ 
stration, and faculty to 
discuss problems and offer 
constructive criticism. About 
three months^ after the begin¬ 
ning of publication, Mr. Foley 
apparently decided that our 
sole purpose in the newspaper 
was "to get him." Since then 
Foley has had seven staff 
members transferred, suspended, 
and/or put on probation. 

Within the last month both 
Stephen Lippman and myself 
were transferred. Both trans¬ 
fers had no legal basis. 

(Continued Page 2, Column 2) 
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MY TRANSFER 

Friday, October 6, Mr. 

Foley genially called a 
meeting between himself, 

Dr. Steinberg, my parent 
and myself, for the fol¬ 
lowing Monday. There was no 
apparent reason for a confer¬ 
ence but we are always willing 
to meet with administrators. 

The conference, in short, 
was very much like being on 
the receiving end of a sub¬ 
machine gun. Foley stated 
that I was "responsible for 
anything distributed on 
campus" whether I knew it or 
not. The self righteous 
cretin stated that I was a 
"constant disciplinary 
problem to all my teachers" 
and was "in open defiance of 
the law at all times." I 
was not permitted to reply to 
any of Foley's allegations, 
which caused me great emo¬ 
tional anxiety. Hugh R., 
becoming highly emotional 
and proportionately ir¬ 
rational, made many references 
to blatantly obvious imaginary 
agreements, misrepresentations, 
and incidents between himself 
and I. Dr. Steinberg, pre¬ 
viously quiet, stated that 
my (enforced) silence ob¬ 
viously indicated that I 
knew that Mr. Foley was correct 
in all instances. At that, 
my uncontrollable hostility 
prompted me to impart a three 
word oratory in which I turned 
to Foley and said merely, 
"You're a hypocrite." I then 
asked Steinberg, a member 
of the ACLU, how he could 
just sit there and silently 
agree with Foley's mis¬ 
representations and lies. 
Receiving no answer I regained 
composure and apologized for 
my verbal outbreak. 

With a smug look on his 
face and a certain light¬ 
headedness which comes only 
after accomplishing some 
nefarious deed, Hugh called 
up the Attendance Office and 
instructed to "bring over" 
my transfer papers. He 
then instructed Steinberg, 
as if to a lackey, that I was 
not to see any of my former 
teachers. 

At 9:30 a.m. I was no 
longer enrolled at University 
High School and was enroute 
to Palisades High School. 

Cause for transfer? Not 
stated. Shortly before I 
left Uni, Dr. Steinberg 
approached me in private 
and told me that if I ever 
had a problem, or needed help, 
that I should call on him at 


any time. I appreciate the 
sentiment. 

This type of transfer is 
nothing new. "Foley," 
according to a Uni guidance 
counsellor, "doesn't try 
to solve a problem, he gets 
rid of it." Indeed, Dauber, 
Kleiman, Click, Harris, Kivel, 
and many others can attest to 
that. Where ever students 
have tried to procure their 
rights Foley, and administra¬ 
tors like him, try to suppress 
the dissenters. Petitions 
are outlawed. Students are 
called "destructive, unruly 
mobs" when they try to assemble 
peaceably. The school news¬ 
paper is openly censored. Did 
Scott Kivel have the Constitu¬ 
tion- guaranteed freedom of 
speech? 

By all means, read about 
your rights in this greatest 
of all possible educational 
systems. Wallow in it! Per¬ 
haps when you are tired of 
grovelling before paper 
demi-gods like Foley we'll 
do something about it. Until 
then - and in regard to this 
newspaper and working within 
the public institutions of 
indoctrination - I shall go 
unbounded. 
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The Worrier celebrates its first 
and last anniversary with this issue. 

The Student Movement was already 
in full swing when the Worrier ap¬ 
peared in November of last year. 
Since then, many footholds have been 
gained upon which many victorious 
struggles against suppression will 
be based. 

The time has come to consolidate 
our small, though important foot 
holds. Strategy must be plapned and 
plans executed. To accomplish this, 
communication is imperative for the 
success of the Movement. 

The Worrier, in the Revolutionary 
spirit, intends to help lay the 
groundwork for a fast, efficient, 
city-wide communication network 
by merging with another major 
student newspaper, the Free Student. 
This action, we hope, will help 
quicken the pace of the Movement 
and contribute to a victorious 
resolution of our struggle. 


Opinions expressed in 
the Worrier might just 
coincide with some held 
by the staff, but not 
necessarily. 


THE STAFF 


The editors are most 
assuredly not Neil Ber¬ 
ger, Tony Andalman, or 
Stephen Lippman. 

Due to fear of more 
administrative reprisal 
the present 6taff wish 
to remain anonymous. 
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FLAG DAY: 21 - September - 67 
-Anonymous 

Today was a good day. Well, 
it's not over yet. It’s 
fifth period and I'm very much 
concerned with what happened 
at lunch. For the past few 
days we've been having 
picnics — I bring grapes and 
you'll bring cake, and some¬ 
one else comes with oranges 
and honey. 

Today was our biggest one 
yet — we even had a water¬ 
melon. But we also had a 
tablecloth, and unfortunately 
it was the American Flag. 

We were hoping for a red and 
white checked Italian cafe 
tablecloth, but we didn't have 
one so we made do. 

We were having a wonderful 
time eating our lunch and 
talking to everyone. We 
weren't out to rebel or any¬ 
thing? we were just eating a 
delicious lunch and enjoying 
the day and each other. 

And then something hap¬ 
pened. A large crowd of 
boys had gathered, and they 
formed a semi-circle of 
antagonistic hate. Bewilder¬ 
ment. Here we were, keeping 
to ourselves, when all of a 
sudden we were being called 
"worse than my dog" and "you 
think you're so great". 

The boys were filled with hate 
magnified by the mob sur¬ 
rounding them, and they really 
wanted to see violence. Well, 
I'm not a fighter and no one 
else there was except for the 
mob, so if anything started 
to happen, we resolved to run. 
Chicken yes, but not stupid. 

However, all that occurred 
was hateful glances and lots 
of yelling back and forth. At 
that time we started to back 
off, as the crowd was growing? 
more of the Mob, and curious 
onlookers. There were a few 
teachers, but they did nothing 
to halt the crowd, perhaps be¬ 
cause they liked it. 

Our table cloth was yanked 
up, with peanut shells and 
grapes falling on the grass. 
"They've been tromping and 
spitting on it!", they yelled. 
And that caus.ed more hate . 

"If the flag represents 
freedom, doesn't that include 
the freedom to defile it?" 

"Food is sacred!" "We were 
just using it to put our food 
on it — we weren't spit¬ 
ting. OOh reoulsive!" "Where 
did you come from? You're never 
here. You were just passing 
through because you had a 
football meeting in the "B" 
bungalows. But you don't see 
any of the people that always 
eat here getting bugged. Go 
away and leave us alone! 

"Kill! Kill! Kill!" 

"That flag is more sacred than 
you are!" "If you want to 
put a flag on the floor and 
eat at your home I don't care, 
but I don't want to have to 
look at you. This is a 
public institution!" "Where 
is the flag?" "We'll burn it, 
now that it's been on the 
ground." Where is the flag? 
"Where is the flag?" 

And there was confusion. 



- Marc Cooper - 


What's happening at Uni?, is a 
question I ask myself constantly. 

One day while walking through the 
grove with Debbie Friedland, part of 
this question was answered for me. 

Jack Moscowitz, our renowned registrar 
pulled me over to see what were the 
papers under ray arm. they were, in¬ 
fact, statements of certain student 
ideas which I had planned to 
distribute after school. Mr. Mosco- 
witz seized these papers from Debbie 
and me. He then escorted us up to Dr. 
Steinberg's office. Debbie went to 
the G.V.P. and was let off with a 
slight reprimand. The administrators 
and the faculty at Uni, and I'm sure 
at many other schools, try to 
discourage the students from missing 
classes. I sat in Dr. Steinberg's 
office for the whole of 5th and 6th 
period the day after our great regis¬ 
trar had seized the papers, which by 
the way had been confiscated in 
violation of the conditions of legal 
search and seizure set forth in the 
Constitution, I found myself in the 
office of Dr. Steinberg with the odd 
presence of Mr. Jones and Mr. Moscow- 
itz. I was told of state laws for¬ 
bidding the distribution and poses- 
sion of such papers. Further more I 
was found guilty of the great holy 
sin of violating the Uni dress code 
with my hair. My mother was called 
and I was suspended from school as 
of that moment pending a parent 
conference. 

At this point I find myself 
confused with the role the school 
plays in a student's life. I always 
thought a school was a place of 
education, but how can we be 
educated if v/e are constantly 
harassed by administrators about 
the way we wear our hair or the 
way we dress. How can we consider it 
education when we are required to 
take a government course and then 
forced to be quiet when we want to 
discuss and talk about the important 
issues of the day, such as the draft, 
and Vietnam. In my opinion the 
administration at Uni is overriding 
its authority and not getting down 
to their real purpose, the education 
of the students in the school. 





Dear Editor, 

Che Guevara describes a mol- 
otov cocktail as the following, 
"A molotov cocktail is a 
bottle containg three parts 
kerosene and one part motor 
oil. The bottle is sealed and 
wrapped in waste cotton, which 
is sprinkled with gasoline and 
ignited. When hurled against 
a target, the bottle breaks and 
burning kerosene spreads a 
sheet of flame." The molotov 
cocktail is a very simple to 
construct incendiary bomb, 
which is highly effective if 
thrown into the proper locale. 

i feel that marching for 
peace, and picketing for peace, 
and petitioning for peace, 
do not do nearly enough in 
the way of obtaining peace. 

I feel that direct action is 
needed to stop the government 
of the United States from 
pursuing its warlike cause. 

You can march around all day; 
and You'll get sore feet. 

You can petition all day, 
and get back meaningless form 
letters from establishment 
whore senators and songress- 
men, who never get anything 
done. They're the ones that 
tell you not to resist in 
illegal ways. But rather to 
resist the government way, so 
that they can neglect your 
impudent, feeble requests for 
peace. We must make the 
government listen to us, and 
if need be, violently over¬ 
throw the government. Enough 
molotov cocktails will topple 
the war mongering regime in 
Washington. Alot of marching 
will but get you sore feet. 

You now know how to make a 
molotov cocktail, you also know 
what they are used for, now you 
can go out and make one, or even 
two, if you so desire. Then 
you can swiftly ride past 
your local draft board, late 
at night, on the back of a 
motorcycle and throw one 
threw its window. You can next 
throw one into the induction 
center, or the Federal building, 
or any other organ of the United 
States Government, which suits your 
whim. 

Rick Stone 
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ELECTRIC WONDERS 


- Michele Harris 


The Shrine Exposition Hall 
was the sight of one of the 
most gnforgetable shows since 
the days of the "Mothers 1 
Freak Outs.” The show included 
the Grateful Dead, Buffalo 
Springfield, and a new group 
called the Blue Cheer. 

First to play, the Cheer 
astounded listeners who sat 
in a>*e and despite encourage¬ 
ment, refused to dance. A 
San Francisco group whose for¬ 
mat is similar to that of the 
Cream, but whose style is 
unique, they let loose with 
unbelievable sound for a half 
hour without a pause. With 
four amplifiers, their lead 
guitarist continually broke 
up the crowd with solos 
reminiscent of the old Yard- 
birds. Improvisation was 
also prevalent, with many 
songs going well over the 
ten minute mark. Instruments 
were strewn on the stage as 
the Cheer left to a well 
deserved round of applause. 

The Cheer was followed by 
the Dead, whom I regret to say, 
were quite a letdown after the 
exitement generated by the 
preceeding group. The evening 
began to smoulder as the Grate¬ 
ful Dead played numbers and 
only let go on their last song. 

After a short pause, the 
Springfielf entered the 
spotlight. They were destined 
to rock-out after bombing 
Friday night. They started with 
all their hits, (including 
Nowadays Clancy Can't Sing, 
their first) introduced a few 
new songs and spirits were 
rising as the group's antics 
on stage encouraged people to 
dance. Then it happened! 
BLUEBIRD!! Not just any ver¬ 


sion of Bluebird, but one that 
has left me shaking hours 
after hearing the final notes 
die away. After listening to 
the familiar first two verses, 
they proceeded to improvise 

for what seemed to be hours, 
but was in reality only about 
twenty minutes. Each member 
of the group gave his all with 
a solo. The instrumental con¬ 
tained so many climaxed, that 
dancers were dropping on the 
floor in frustrated exaustion. 
Generally, everyone was trip¬ 
ping on the song, including 
the drummer who was juggling 
with the drumsticks. They 
sang the third verse and 
continued to rock-out. When 
everyone expected the ending, 
the Buffalo Springfield con¬ 
tinued to blow the mind as 
they played on and on. When 
they left the stage, screams 
of unleashed emotion were 
heard through the unending 
applause. 

This exhibition has 
proven to me, beyond the 
shadow of a doubt, that the 
Buffalo Springfield is one 
group that will not be forgot¬ 
ten. Their music goes from 
heavy rhythm and blues, to 
all out improvisation, with 
no holds barred. Their 
singles do them no justice, 
for their talent extends far 
beyond a cut and dried record-- 
ing. I sincerely hope that 
everyone has the chance to 
hear this unequaled version 
of Bluebird. It is one song 
you won't walk away from, and 
it's something you will never 
forget. Although the show was 
to continue with the return of 
the Blue Cheer, everyone was 
so drained of emotion, that 
most left, including myself. 

In ending, I must say that 
the show I witnessed Saturday 
night, was a once in a life¬ 
time experience. It was a 
collection of "Electric 
Wonders" in the truest sense. 


Dow Demonstration 
- Barbara Hoke - 


The week of November sixth 
brought unprecedented political 
turmoil to UCLA's affluent apathy 
as student protestors staged full- 
scale demonstrations on that stuffy, 
middle class campus. Originally is¬ 
sue oriented around the bad faith 
demonstrated by the administration 
in allowing Dow Chemical Company, 
the principal manufacturer of na¬ 
palm used in Vietnam, to recruit 
on campus before the student re¬ 
ferendum, promised and set for late 
November, could be held. The em¬ 
phasis has shifted focus until the 
entire issue of student autonomy on 
non-academic matters became the 
motivating force. 

On two seperate occasions an 
unprovoked attack by the Uni-cops 
attempting to take away the student 
sound system from the protestors 
provided the momentum and the sol¬ 
idarity which is imperative for 
the success of any revolutionary 
action. The naivate of the admin¬ 
istration in supposing that angry 
students could not produce another 
sound system for their voices was 
overwhelmingly representative of the 
paternalistic attitude which is ex¬ 
hibited by that august body of es¬ 
tablishment heads in relation to 
the usually non-vocal docility of 
the average UCLA student. Fortun¬ 
ately for the future of this country, 
for the American university system, 
and for this campus in particular, 
the student protestors are not ordin¬ 
ary people. They are admittedly a 
small segment of the university pop¬ 
ulation, but they are that segment 
which is articulate, concerned and 
committed to the process of change 
which must be allowed if this cul¬ 
ture of ours is to escape ultimate 
dissolution. Furthermore, it would 
benefit the administration to re¬ 
member that history has always been 
directed by a small remnant of peo¬ 
ple who refuse to be victimized by 
the morbidity of societal structures 
which are no longer viable and rel¬ 
evant to the issues of their time. 

The second unprovoked attack result¬ 
ed in a mass march on the administra¬ 
tion building of UCLA and in a demand 
that the group be addressed by Chance- 
1 or Murphy in reference to the prom¬ 
ised referendum. Chancellor Murphy, 
in an action resembling that of Gov. 
Brown during the Watts riots, had 
taken a trip and could not be pres¬ 
ent on the campus during this time 
of crisis. In his absence, Vice- 
Chancellor Young agreed to meet with 
the students to engage in one of 
those famous "dialogues" of which our 
chancellor is so fond. In a calm man¬ 
ner of willingness to negotiate, the 
protestors marched the Vice-Chancel¬ 
lor to the Student Union for the 
confrontation. After a rather 
lengthy statement by Mr. Young, the 
first question was asked. In an 
hones attempt to tell it like it is, 
the questioner ended his remarks with 
a phrase well within the vocabulary 
of any twelve year old — a remark, 
however which was found to be ob¬ 
jectionable to the tender ears of 
the gentleman in question. His 
response to this mildest of con¬ 
cessions were won in the agreement 
of Mr. Young to return to dialogue. 


and of Chancellor Murphy. The fact 
that some small conflict was to 
walk out of the meeting thereby 
again providing the corporate 
spirit needed by the protest group 
to spur its members to more mili¬ 
tant action. The rest is history 
to any viewer of the mass media — 
at least to the point of belief 
which we have come to expect from 
establishment controlled 
channels. 

To correct any misconceptions 
which may have been communicated, 
the real story is that, over two 
hundred students staged a sit-in 
in the hall of the administration 
building in front of the Chancel¬ 
lor's Office. One might almost say 
a good time was had by all, if one 
can understand the uptightness which 
is a part of laying one's life on 
the line for the implementation of 

those beliefs to which one is 
committed. This demonstration 
was not the empty noise of a few 
potential drop-outs. There 
were graduate students, TA's, 
and faculty involved in addition 
to the undergraduates who still 
have enough spirit to resist the 


dehumanization which one encounters 
within the system of UCLA. These 
were people who have worked long 
and hard to prepare themselves for 
positions of relevance in their 
society. None of them desired the 
culmination of these efforts in 
reprisal and retribution for 
their courage in expressing their 
concern. To confront the students 
as well as in the administrative 
decision to send the alerted Uni¬ 
cops and the LAPD off campus before 
the protestors would leave the 
building in no way indicates that 
this movement is at an end on the 
campus at UCLA. We have waited 
long and worked hard to bring 
political awareness to our campus — 
we have tasted STUDENT POWER and 
we find its flavor to our liking. 

The confrontation of the admini¬ 
stration will continue until his 
university redefines itself and 
its function at a moment in history 
when, in the words of a twentieth 
century prophet, "The times they 
are a-changing." 



